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She’s known as “‘the produce lady’’ in her horse- -
rawn wagon; ‘‘the animal-lady’’ who confesses to .

e a sucker for any sick or injured animal and would

ke to watch birds of prey roam her land; ‘‘odd-jobs

fary’” who has, when the moment arose, joined a

sarch-and-rescue team in the Washington state £
1ountains, worked with exceptional children, volun-;

sered at the Trailside Museum,-and built a shelter
or her 1,800 pound workhorse, Ben.

She’s Mary Eaton: young, slight, Hé}d;working_'

nd committed to a lifestyle which, while in vogue
oday, she follows because it’s the only natural way'
2 go. : . : s Ty

She cans and freezes most of her own food. She
nce saved a herd-‘of horses from neglect and star-

ation, and-now wants to save horses from speeding -
ars. She gave birth to her son Alex at home with a. .

aidwife present (and -- a compromise, perhaps -- an
mbulance in the driveway). Her life is threaded with

he complex, interwoven details of a simple and.

atural life in today’s imposing world. :

len in the midst of harvest. T -
This has been both home-and work to Mary Howe
iaton, a-mature 24, since her marriage 2 years ago to
ock’ musician  and lyricist Nick.. Their"house,con-
tructed with peg-and-beam, is spacious and airy and
:omfortable. She was in the kitchen, surrounded by
nountains of tomatoes and jars. ‘‘Harvest fime,”
he said. ‘I see tomatoes in my sleep.’’ She gardens,
akes. care of the animals, ‘does carpentry, and con-
tantly: burns: a.-seemingly never-ending supply of
mergy, usually with Alex:in tow. Nick helps:with the
1ieavy work, but his scheduleis full and often conflic-
s with hers, so tending the land is.generally Mary’s,

ob. “I like hardiwork.” Then; ‘It took me a long -
ime‘to'realize'that Nick’s music was work. But it is, -

v different kind but just as hard.’”” He writes. lyrics
wnd::performs- with the group Maxxi Rocco from
3oston to Cape Cod, and recently cut a demo tape

A winding, gutted:dirt road leads to the Eaton 11- -
cre-tract of land. Her vegetable wagon, imprinted:
vith: Eefon’s Produce-in faded lettering; is propped
tp waiting for repairs. Two geese wander across the

ard among a. mixture-of ‘chicken coops, horse -
orrals and goat sheds. To one side is a Y5-acre gar- -

it isseireulating around local radio stations: *““There _
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Mary Eaton holds the reins of Hob;;a Percherpn

horse, which draws the “Eaton’s

Pr'uducq”_wagon‘al_-oun'd-t0w1_'1. Mary’s helper is Heather Griffiths of Kingston.
-Mary and her pusband,' Nicky, live on Joy St. (off Temple St.) with their baby,
some goats, chickens, dogs, cats anq 3 horses. “We have 85 mouths to feed,’’ says

Mary.

swept up in a sudden rush-of river water. “I was
nearly drowned.- We found one-of the girls’ shoes.
Their bodies were récovered later.”’ .

- Two.years ago, during the Blizzard of ’78, she and
friend: Lynn Peterson of Duxbury’s Puddin’® Farm
discovered a group: of neglected horses in a Mid-
dleboro-barn.’ Getting no help from the MSPCA or
the local'board of health, the 2 girls went on another
rescue mission. ‘‘Fiist-we tried to buy them, but the
owner-asked ‘exorbitart prices -- they weren’t worth
much . by. that time. We actually thought about
stealing them. But'we-arranged the killer- (animal
slaughterer) to buy them for horsemeat. They were
wild, without human contact, and starved. They had
to be drugged and put on medication. Some brood-

-mares and stallions - died..: But it worked out
beautifully;.we.saved a thers were even-

Buxhur yg‘: @ l-ipp Ly

Section 2 ‘Thursday, October 9, 1980







